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) AS the theatre offers you two ways to see the same show, your 
ear offers you two ways to drive. You can use ordinary gasoline and 
get there, or you can use Ethyl Gasoline and enjoy an even flow of 


velvet power that lets you relax in your seat—and drive in comfort. 


Cilihiis: -: Dg? 





Auy ETHYL GASOLINE 





SEEING 
4 


BELIEVING 





You have felt the difference with 
Ethyl Gasoline Im your car. Now 
you can see the difference. By fit- 
ting a quartz window into the cyl- 
inder head of a modern high com- 
pression motor, engineers took pho- 
tographs of the actual combustion 
of motor fuels. Compare the un- 
even explosion of ordinary gasoline 
with the smooth burning of Ethyl 
Gasoline in the following pictures. 


Lert: The characteristic yellow 





color of ordinary gasoline even be- 
fore knock occurs. It is “carbon 
yellow,” caused by glowing par- 
ticles of free carbon. Ethyl (On THe 
| Kicut) shows no yellow at any 
stage. Below, views of the same 
two flames 1 /700th of a second later. 


ale 


Lert: Ordinary gasoline at the in- 
stant of knock. All remaining gaso- 
line is exploding at once! Ricart: 
Ethyl Gasoline at the same stage. 
The Ethy! fluid it contains prevents 
the uneven explosion that causes 
“carbon yellow,” harmful knock, 
| overheating and power-waste. 





Lert: Nothing remains of ordinary 
gasoline now but afterglow. Ricat 
Ethy ! Gasoline is still burning. Its 
greatest power is delivered when 
| the piston is going down— the time 
when power counts most. Look for 
| this Ethyl emblem. It assures you 
value for your gasoline money. 
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Ethyl quality is maintained by con- 
stantinspection of samplescollected 
| daily in all parts of the country. 
| Ethyl fluid contains lead. Ethyl 
| Gasoline Corporation, New York, 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 





\ Jr’re beginning to think that a 
lot of Presidential candidates 
re just throwing their hats in the 

ring with the hope of getting back a 
tter one. 

A cconsewa to the ne Wspapers, New 

o York's been 


quipped with radios. next time 


police cars have 
The 

cop bawls us out, we hope the set is 
saving: ‘““Twenty words—no more, no 
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We read that two men comprising 

a_ bobsled the Winter 
Olympics engineered a two-mile drop 
In 
real life they probably hold respon- 
sible positions on the Stock Exchange. 


Ax the 


ter resorts didn’t do any business 
Most of the people who 
there looking for 


team in 


at better than sixty miles an hour. 


no wonder Southern win- 


this season, 


went down were 


jobs. 


so 


“Why, Penelope, what are you doing here: 


“Believe it or not, Mother, I’m waiting for a side-car. 














‘ HANCELLOR BRUENING is quoted as 
saying that all plans to get Ger- 
many out of debt have failed, includ 
ing the Dawes Plan and the Young 
Plan. Well, Chancellor, there’s still 
the Morris Plan. 


W: hear that the new subway is 


ready for operation and has been 
making trial trips. It will probably 
be open to the public just as soon as 
there are enough doors out of order. 
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Foodsie-woodsies 
STOPPED at the 
ind took out the list my 


+ 


or "1 unter 
grocery count 


wife had 


viven me. “I want,” I said to t! 
clerk, “a loaf of Mumsie’s Bread, a 
package of Krunchies, some Good, 
Sanny Spred, Ole Mammy’s ‘“Lasses, 
Orange Puddy, Bransie Buns and a 
pound of Aunty Annie's Sugar Can’'y, 
Bitsey-bite size.” 

“Sorry, no Krunchies. How about 
Krinkly Krisps, Oatsies, Malts 
Wheats, Ricelets, Cornsie Ponesies o 


Wheetums ?” 
“Wheetums, then.” 
“Anything else? Tooksies, Tater 


Chips, Cheesic Weesies, Gingie Bits 
Itsey Cakes, Sweetsie Toofums or 
Dramma’s Doughnies?” 

“Tan't det anysin’ else.” I said, 


toddling toward the meat department 
to look for teense \ Wienies and a | 


of lambikins. 

Forrest H. Graves 
\ MAN arrested in the Tenness “Fifty cents for qoose 
4 mountains for running a still had thought they a 
never heard about prohibition. He , 


must have been from New York. 




















“Lady, could I come in and listen to the Slumber Hour on your radio?” 


» 





eggs? I al 


7? 


cays 


ere nothin’: 


Buried Treasure 


Pp" sipENT Hoover’s campaign 

against hoarding certainly is get 
ting results. After listening to one of 
the radio speeches, our pup crawled 
behind the sofa and dragged out two 


slippers, a golf ball and a bone. 
New York’s subways are carrying 
fewer passengers. But it isn’t because 


the subway guards are not trying. 


It required the present war to 


im 
press on us what is implied in the ex 
pression ““A Chinaman’s chance.” 

Let’s build some battle ships. If w 
don’t need them at sea we can put 
wheels on them and sell them to bus 
companies. 

We wonder if the gunmen who 


killed that gangster in a phone booth 
will be charged with putting slugs in 
a telephone. 


The President of today is just the 
two-cent stamp of tomorrow. 


In some of the colleges now they 
haze freshmen by making them study. 


Some motorists are now so hard up 
that they can barely keep body and 
chassis together. 
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News from the Colleges 


N the Presidential Poll, held at the 
University of Alabama, Hoovah 
received 3 votes and Mistah Roosevelt 


.287. 


Stanley Winch, columnist on _ the 
University of Pennsylvania daily, 
will receive his Phi Beta Kappa key- 
hole this week. 


It was announced yesterday that 
Eugene O'Neill will deliver the bac 
calaureate address at Princeton this 
year. Contrary to custom, the ad- 
dress will begin at three o'clock, and 
there will be an intermission of one 
hour at six-thirty. 


At the suggestion of the senior 
class, Yale University has voted a 
traveling European’ fellowship to 


Rudy Vallee. 


Professor D. M. MecMerry of the 
University of Oklahoma has com- 
pleted his study of the Vanishing 
American. Professor McMerry found 
a few survivors scattered throughout 
the country, but has reported that on 
the whole the auction bridge player 
“Now remember, Charles; after the fish course, you tell your Bon Mot!” has almost entirely disappeared. 





Hark! Hark! 


T nere’s a canary bird in 

Fulton, N. Y., 25 years 
old. We understand it can 
emember when there was 





omething to sing about. 


Mr. Mills is Secretary of 
he Treasury now, and it is 
loubtful if he can grind the 
taxpayer slowly enough. 


A Presidential candidate 
ist have at least two hats 
one to throw in the ring 
nd the other to talk thru. 


[The situation in China 
ems to be a sort of peace 
resistance. 


Many new automobile 
odels have unbreakable 
iss, when what is really 
eded is unbreakable own- 


When movie films become 
worn out, says Popular 





Vechanics, they are sold as 


ink. And even before. “And what’s more, I ain’t comin’ back!” 
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JUDGING 
SPORTS @M 


THE 


visiting one of the racing 
Island the 
other day, and a couple of gentlemen 
in the barn were giving their tonsils 
t brisk work-out 
“She can’t do it. T tell you. She 
ain’t got the leqs.” 
“Ts cat so? Well, 
legs she needs, and more, 
At first blush 
a pushover when it comes to blushing 
I didn’t know what to make of it. 
What was this? A Carroll skin 


show in rehearsal, or an informal de 


| WAS 


stables over on Long 


too.” 


ind I am practi ills 


bate touching on and appertaining to 
And, 


what was par for legs 


the nether loveliness of Dietrich? 
in either case, 
on this course ? 

Well, it 


(I never get the 


would 
breaks), that the 
gentlemen were talking about a little 
gal racehorse named Top Flight, 
champion two-year-old of 1931, and 
the current winter book favorite to win 
the Kentucky Derby this year. 

As to Top Flight’s future there are 
two schools of thought, if thought is 
the word. Some of the critics think 
she will pick up where she left off last 
fall. and move on to greater glories. 
while others, less gallant and chival- 
rous. do not give her a tumble. 


turned out, as it 


From what I can gather. being a 
gatherer by instinct, the gals do not 


she’s got all the 
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By 
Joe 
Williams 


ee 


develop in stature or vitality as fast 
is the voung men, and very few of 
them ever manage to gain their full 
racing strength as three-year-olds, a 
peculiarity that may be ascribed to 
biology, rumble seats, or junior proms. 

Anyway, the records show that only 
one gal has ever won the Derby, which 
is the nation’s foremost test for three 
vear-olds, and the professional old 
timers tell you Regret, the 1915 win 
ner, didn’t anybody to beat, 
which is what they always tell you. 
They told you that about 
Yale and Hoove r. 


have 


Tunney, 


| SUSPECT one reason we do not have 

more women in Congress, is that 
more of them do not trv to get there, 
and perhaps you can not blame them, 


considering one thing and another. 


Similarly, the presence of only one 






el < . mS Lae ee se 


sub deb among all the Derby winners 


in history may be explained by the 
fact that only a proportionately small 
percentage of the 
fillies. 

For the most part the women folk 
have preferred, or been forced, to re- 
main in the barns washing dishes and 
sewing on buttons while the swagger 
ing males went to town to do their 
silly stuff, generally winding up under 
a table at the Elks’ club in a very 
comatose and unappetizing condition. 
It is things like this that breed war. 
bread lines and tap dancers. 

All that I know about Top Flight 
is that there was nobody around last 
vear that could beat her home. In 
this respect she was strictly a home 
girl. She started 


was first seven times. 


starters have been 


seven times and 


Unlike most 


(Page 26, please) 
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' FORBELL 
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OLYMPICS 


OWN 


OUR 





Commuters’ Dash 
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“Tt’s no use, Ed 


Home-Town Items 


Jor STrRAKATT had a bunch of rab 
“ bit and squirrel skins given to him 
free last week. He sold them for 
twenty dollars, and has used up four 
notebooks trying to figure his per- 
centage of profit. 


“A woman is supposed to be a vain 
critter that likes to be looked at and 
admired,” says Granny Grimes, “but 
maybe you've noticed who does most 


of the marchin’ in parades.” 


Sandy Campbell suffered a dislo- 
cated jaw last Friday while talking 
too fast over a play telephone. 


The Goose Ankle train came in 
ihead of time every day last week, 
and the engineer is thinking some- 
thing of buying a watch. 


You can tell that Ike Botts, our 
new State Senator, is green at states- 
manship. He still forgets himself 
now and then and says, “I remem 
ber,” instead of “I have not been un- 
mindful that 


Rumor has it that Pythias Peavy 
testified in the Hepp trial, “No, I 
don’t have to wear glasses all the 
time,” and then added, under his 
breath, “only when I want to see.” 


The doctor told Gloomy Graves 
that so much worrying would kill him, 





Balph ane. 





and now Gloomy’s worrying for fear 
it will. 


Waiters at the Commercial House 
were puzzled Tuesday when a deaf- 
mute diner held up ten fingers over 
and over again. At last they got it. 
He wanted Thousand Island dressing. 


Our Possum Flat correspondent 
was unduly excited during the _ice- 
plant fire. He phoned to inform us 
that six tons of ice were reduced to 
ashes. 


The will of the late Hez Crump 
stipulates that his florist shop must 
be personally run by his nephew, 
Zachary, who has the worst case of 
hay fever in Possum County. 


The February meeting of the 
Woman-Haters’ Club has been post- 
poned, due to the absence of its presi- 
dent and secretary, who are honey- 
mooning in Cuba. 


Pythias Peavy, whose doctor pre- 
scribed “nothing but liquids for the 
next two months.” has ordered eight 
cases of rye. 


Barrie Payne 








We'll have him beatin’ on his plate in a couple of minutes! 
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“Awri, throw out my blonde—n’ I'll go home!” 


Unlucky Strike 


‘\ Trevi, Steve, you're sure lookin’ 

glum, son, What's wrong? 
Crops pannin’ out bad or sumpin? 
‘Worse ’n that, Abner. I just heard 
col dangdest bit of news that ever 
came my way in ftorty years ol 
farmin’,” 

“Don’t tell me, old-timer. I know 
how it is myself. ... Never thought 
I'd live to see the day when cabbage 
sold for seven dollars a ton. Don't it 
eat all tarnation? And you with five 
hundred acres all laid out!” 


the 


“It’s even worse than that, pard- 
ner. You recall what I told you about 
those engineers out at my place and 


ow they went over the ground 


1 
} 


“IT know what you're goin’ to say. 
Don’t let ‘em, that’s all. There ain't 
one of those irrigatin’ schemes worth 
i bushel of wheat 

“Stop a minute, Abner; they wasn’t 
irrigatin’, by gum. It’s worse ‘n that. 
Here I am with my barns full of 
wheat I can’t sell and vegetables rot- 
ting in the fields, and what do those 
two galoots go and do, d've reckon?” 

“Tell me, for Pete’s sakes.” 


“They go and find oil all over my 
farm! Don’t it beat h—l how bad 
luck will follow a man in the farmin’ 


game !!’ Rex Deant 


“6 





Pobaey Down 


- 
Papa went down to see about a walrus. 
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Reporters prove they can beat actors spelling at Guild’s Picnic. 


—N. Y. Herald Tribune 


Epvrror's Note: In the following article, the author has caught 
a glimpse of what may result when our weary civilization turns 
back once more to the simple pastoral pleasures of yesteryear. 


A» these hoof-beats approaching? 
” Hoof-beats, surely. Now they 
round the bend, faithful old Dobbin 
drawing Farmer Broun’s great hay 
wagon, piled high with jolly, laughing 
voung folk (and a little hay, too, of 
course). It is Miss Westley’s class 
on its annual picnic to Clason Point. 
W hat a bustling and chattering as Dob 
bin stopped and all clambered down! 

In less time than you can say 
“Knife” it was high noon. And short 
work they made of Miss Westley’s 
overflowing hampers, I can tell you! 
“Now, children,” cried pretty Miss 
Westley, when the last crumb had 


been eaten, “life has its serious side, 
you know. We shall have a spelling 
bee!’ 

“Oh, bother, no!” cried little Henry 
Mencken, who couldn't spell very 
well, and knew it. 

“Don’t be a Meddlesome Mattie, 
Henry. Bully for you, Miss West- 
ley!” cried little Franklin Adams, 
who could, and knew it. 

“Yes! Bully for you!” shouted all 
the children, clapping their hands. 

-And I appoint Master Groucho 
Marx and Master Walter Winchell as 
captains,” continued Miss Westley. 
“Please to choose sides, boys.” 














“s say, to hell with it,’ remarked 
pretty Hope Williams. 


“T choose Mae West,” cried young 
Groucho, proudly. 

“And I choose Percy Hammond,” 
said Walter. And so, in a trice, the 
teams were chosen by the leaders. 
:“And now, Mae, please give me ‘co 
habit’,” said Miss Westley. 

“C-o, co, h-a-b-, hab, i-t, it, cohabit,” 
spelled Mae, with a proud toss of her 
close-curling locks. 

“How refined Mae West is! How 
elegant and tony,” whispered littk 


Katie Cornell to her pal, Katie Wilson. 


“T say, to hell with it,’ remarked 
pretty Hope Williams pleasantly. 
“Fie, Hope! A forfeit! <A forfeit 
for the Peanut Fund!” cried half a 
dozen voices, and Alee Woollcott, run 
ning to the hay wagon, presently re- 
turned with a toy savings bank, into 
which Hope dropped a penny which 
she took from her pocket; for you 
must know that the children had insti 
tuted a penny fine when “naughty” 
words were unnecessarily used. 

“And now, Master Groucho, let’s 
see what you can do with ‘hoplite’,” 
said Miss Westley sternly. 

“H-o-p, hop, l-i-t-e, lite—when her 
husband comes in at the door, I hop 
lite out through the window,” replied 
Groncho. 

And, oh, children! I wish you could 
have heard the commotion then! Pret- 
ty Miss Westley clapped her hands 
over her ears to drown out the cries 
of “Schlemiehl!” “Klotz!” ““Momzer!” 
which rent the air. 

“Halts Maul, du verdammter Esel!” 
bellowed Miss Westley, finally losing 
patience. 











2 PA Sb 





eS ae 











aaa 





“T say, to hell with it,” said little 
Hope Williams, casually. 

“Miss Westley ! Miss Westley a 
shouted Brooks Atkinson, hopping up 
ind down like a little boy who has to 
vo to the boys’ room, “Percy stuck 
anny Fontanne in the Lynn with a 
pin. 


“| gown your tongue, you little—” 

cried Miss Westley, just catch- 
“If I am to hear 
ibout it at all, it should be from Fanny, 
I mean from Lynn.” 


ing herself in time. 


For you must 
know that while Walter’s team play- 
fully called Brooks “The Little 
Schoolmaster,”’ Groucho’s team called 
him, “The Little SoandSo.” 

“And now, Master Howard, ‘hippo- 
potamus, if you please.” 


“H-i-p, hip, —. Der Teufel soll 
dich holen! What I wish myself 
should fall on you? I wish myself a 
house!” cried staunch little Leslie, 


tears springing to his eyes at the in- 
dignity of it all. 

“Teacher! Miss Westley!” shrieked 
Fifi D’Orsay, twitching in every mus- 
cle. “Down the lane is coming Al 
Siegel wit Lillian Shade wit a new 
tandem bicycle! Oh boy, oh boy!” 

And soon the newcomers were sur- 
rounded by the group of laughing 
children. 

“I'll take Al—you take the gel, 
Groucho,” shouted Walter. 

“Ahl Siegel’s better, Ahl Siegel’s 
worse,” murmured Groucho, apprais- 
ingly. 

“You are just in time to spell ‘lily’ 
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“Now, 
for us, Master Siegel,” said Miss 
Westley. “It’s been spelled with two 


‘i’s and one ‘]’.” 

“Give ‘er 1, Al,” prompted Groucho, 
the little toady. 

“L-i-l, lil, lie, lie, and was our 
new act better than B’s, I ask you?” 

“Marvelous, Al! Best act ever seen 
on the Big Time! 
ever did! Stopped the show! Won 
derful!” shouted Groucho’s team 
mates, knowing what was expected of 
them. 

“Oh, to hell with your Act!” 
shouted Hope and Miss Westley, in 


Best thing you 





“Gosh! 


And the only reason I took this hunting trip was to forget 


the market!” 


Admiral, no wig-wagging!” 


perfect fifths. ‘‘Let’s get back to our 
play,” added Miss Westley, blushing 
prettily for having so far forgotten 
herself. 


“Tell us, Master Grantland, if you 


please, how to spell ‘blurb’.” 
“B LIKE in Blue, was the haze this 
9% afternoon that floated over the 
Yale Bowl; L, like in Lengthening, the 
shadows of purple and prussian blue 
as the sun sank, triumphant still, into 
the golden west; U, like in Unheeding, 
the mighty blue engine; R, like in 
Running, ruthlessly over a gallant but 
hopelessly outclassed brood of claw- 
less tigers; B, like in Before, a capac- 
ity crowd of 80,000,” muttered littl 
Grantland Rice, his hands protecting 
his face. 

What an outcry there was then, 
children! I am obliged to say that 
Alec filled his toy bank in short order. 

“Children! Children!” cried Miss 
Westley, finally making herself heard 
above the din. ‘“‘We should thank 
Grantland for reminding us. It really 
is time to go home.” 

It was a quiet but happy group of 
young folk that drove slowly home in 
Farmer Broun’s hay wagon, leaving 
the meadow to its accustomed silence. 
Did the meadow miss, perhaps, the 
jolly sound of children’s voices? Who 
The sun dropped, the 
dew fell, the first faint stars began 
their twinkling. Now nothing broke 
the stillness—save in the dim distance, 
the cheery sputter of Harpo Marx’s 
motorcycle as he ruthlessly pursued 
the fourth from the left (if memory 
serves) from “Of Thee I Sing.” 

—Freperick O. ANDERSON 
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LETTERS OF A SELF-MADE ATHLETE 
By Rex Deane 
) Der Pop: 


Here I am in the land of grapefruit and horseshoe 
pitchers. We had a swell trip down, Katinka and I (that’s 
what I call her now), there was a lady’s maid along for 
chaperone, I think she called it. Just another word for 
nuisance, if you should ask me. 

We are staying at Miami, and this morning I ambled 
over to the beach to look for a job. They laughed at me 
when I told them I wanted a job as life-saver! Said that 
none of these dolls around here ever went in swimming, 
afraid to get their suits wet, most likely. So I went back 
to the hotel and told my troubles to a guy who sits around 
the lobby looking glum all the time. He turned out to be 
one of the owners of the dump, although he don’t seem 
very happy about it. He was pretty nice to me tho’ and 
told me that they were having a fashion parade in the pool 
that afternoon and that if I wanted to I could go over 
and hang around to see that none of the models fell 
overboard. 

So, here I am, sitting on a diving board eight hours a 
day, trying to get a sunburn for my room and board. None 
»f his business if I can’t swim a stroke. I can fish out 
the frails with a hook if I have to. The fashion show was 
okay at that. Some pretty nifty numbers wearing those 
' beach pajamas, and you can now see me in the newsreel when 
“Oops! I dented it.” 
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Manacer—TI don’t mind the operator taking a drink, but this is too blankety-blank much! 
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Ww iy VAim Vv yy M4 comes of the baseball idea. I got to 


earn some dough soon, a guy can’t 


.@ ; ‘ $ py live forever on sunshine. 
F I got to go over to the pool now 
i ; 
. . 7 


and blow up some rubber horses; the 
Chamber of Commerce is giving a 


water pageant for the newsreel guys, 





and they are paying a bunch of wait- 
resses to ride around on them and 
look happy! 
See you subsequently, 
your son 
BuLL. 
P. S. No news about that Londos 


go. I guess he’s run out on me. 


Triolet for an 


Old-Fashioned Boy 
O« ANGES, cherries, and Grade A rye, 


Bitters, and sugar, and ginger- 








ale. 


This is no season for you to buy 


Such a superlative grade of rye. 
But if you must, I hope that I 
Will frequently cross your cheerful 
trail. 
Oranges, cherries, and Grade A rye, 
Bitters, and sugar, and gingerale. 
—MarGaret Fisupack 








“A set of chains, please!” 


it comes to town. I’m the guy that 


held the robe for the blonde in the — 
lace beach robe, and papa, I mean it a ‘ 
was lace!! 
This Katinka is turning out to be a 
bit of a fourflusher after all. I guess 
I ain’t cut out to mix with that society 
crowd. She don’t care a thing about 
money, always goes to the best places, 
and then lets yours truly fumble for 
the check. I don’t like things like 
that in a girl. The other night, for 
instance, she wanted me to wrassle the 
bouncer at the Everglades Club just to 
amuse her pals. As though anyone 








would wrassle for amusement! y- 
Besides, I knew the guy. It was NO 
old Ashley Pidgeon, who played full- 
back at the Theological Seminary I 
was at once in Ohio. He is figuring 
on crashing the Yankee outfield when 
they come down South. That’s a laugh, 
hecause if there is one thing them 
Yanks do not need it’s an outfield! I 
told him I’d mooscy over and let Joe 
McCarthy look over my fast one may- 
be. Remember how I pitched shutout 
ball for that semi-pro team my fresh- 
man year at St. Mary’s? ex 
Not many folks down here this 
year. A swimming pool and a hotel 
for everyone seems to be the slogan. 
Plenty of good Bacardi if you know 


where to get it, and I don’t mean “Gosh, I rang the alarm by mistake; hope I can get a good 
Havana! I’ll let you know if anything fire going by the time they arrive.” 
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“Brush it up, Tony, I may be necding it soon.” 
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THE B E, N 


More Issues of 1932 


NE vear from now, on March 4, 
( 1933, a President will be in 
augurated at Washington. Will 
it be Mr. 


Baker, or 


Hoover? or Roosevelt, or 
Smith, or somebody else? 
This question will excite us for months 
to come, because the American people 
dote on personality. And vet perhaps 
the personality of the man who is to 
sit in the White House 
portant as the issues on which we fight 


the campaign in which he is elected. 


isn't as im 





a panel 







In an effort to bring out early dis- 
ssion of the issues (other than pro 
bition), this page has been holding 
contest, awarding JupGe subscrip 


ms as prize s for the fifteen best let 


; 


ters. Two were printed last week. 
Here are two more: 

rom Christian Girl of Madison, 
Ol vic 


The issues before the American 
partly 


wuiblie are social, but largely 
Therefore the 

rties should frame 
to eet these issues 


Shall an effort be made to raise 


onomic. dominant 


their platforms 


the general price level or shall it 
he allowed to adjust to whatever 
level results from non-control ? 
Shall the 
modified, 
Shall 


lated or prod iction curtailed ? 


anti-trust laws be 
repealed or continued ? 
consumption be stimu- 

Shall we plan our finances and 
credits on a Federal 
shall they wander at will under 
the haphazard 


b isis or 


vuidance of the 
present private banking system? 
Shall bank deposits bye 
anteed or insured? 
Shall the tariff be 
raised, or shall we 
procity ? 


guar 


lowered, 


extend reci- 
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Shall the war debts be 
fied or canceled ? 


modi 
If so, on what 
terms? 


CN 


Shall private 
countries be 


loans to other 
controlled by the 
Government ? 

Shall we budget 
by taxes, or cutting expenses, or 
both ? 

Shall subsidies be 


agriculture and other lines such 


balame e our 


continued to 


as shipping, or cease? 

Shall the post office be run at 
cost? 

Shall the immigration bars be 
liberalized to help our consump 
tion? 

Shall 


fice immediately 


i new Congress take of 
upon election? 

Shall public utilities be under 
greater control by the Federal 
Government? 

Shall we join the World Court? 

Shall we plan public improve 
ments to provide relief for un 
employment at all times? 
work 
managed plan of prosperity allowing 
all possible individual initiative and 
direction or 


“Finally, shall we under a 


shall we continue in the 
wasteful but 


eftic lenecy fa 


present democratic in 





From Daniel Horrigan of Omaha: 
“The issues of the coming 
dential election should be 


Presi 
aimed i 
at relieving the depression and estab 
lishing a new order of prosperity that 
shall be stable 


high and low. and (b) 


instead of evelically 
at the preser- 
vation of our economic order so modi 


1 





fied that it shall generally and not 
sporadically put the social function of 
industrialism and business above the 
special interests of the industrialists 
leaders. 
“Specifically, these 
demand: 
1. The modification of the 
Sherman Anti-Trust Law to per 
mit industrial 


and business 


shoul 


issues 


organization and 
planning for the purpose of sta 
bilizing production and employ- 
ment, providing security to the 
workmen in their jobs, retiring 
pensions and sickness, injury and 
unemployment insurance. 

2. The 


nation-wide 


establishment of a 
system of employ- 
ment exchanges such as provided 
by Senator Wagner's bills. 

National 


Economic Council to recommend 


3. The creation of a 


and supervise 


ae 


os oe 


lan 
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t. That the Tariff Commission 
he authorized to tariff 


reciprocal 


9 


modify 
schedules to 
trade 


tries as an outlet for our surplus 


promote 


relations with foreign coun- 


products and an opportunity for 
our foreign debtors to pay their 
debts. 

5. The establishment of the 
Federal Government in the bank- 
ing business to secure the sav- 
funds of the 
from promoters, speculators and 
embezzle rs who have discredited 


our private banking business. 


ing’s and 


people 


6. The placing of restrictions 
on the issuance of corporate sé 
curities and on the operations of 
stock brokers 
which shall permit the legitimate 
buying and selling of sound se- 


exchanges and 


curities, but penalize speculation 


—h. J. WW, 


therein.” 
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M rn. ARTHUR 


Hand, un- 
der whose thumb 
are the lazier 
pastimes of Palm 
Beach, looked at 
me through a 
mint julep which 
had everything in 
it but goldfish 
and a castle, and 
said, “I’m going 
to prove to you 
there is no De- 
pression in Palm 
Beach! You're 
only here for a 
week, and you'll 
have to get any 
idea of sleeping 
out of your 
. mind!” I looked 
cual right back at 

Tsk! him through a 

mint julep, and 

= jittered “Okay !” 

And Mr. Hand almost overdid his 
promise. 





After my frozen hand had been 
pried from the julep tumbler, we 
Rolls-Royced over to Arthur’s Colony- 
Ambassador Beach Club, the smartest 
thing in Palm Beach with the excep- 
tion of Mrs. Roger Wolfe Kahn. There 
I was made a member in good sitting 
with melodious ceremony. Three sing- 
ing sadists leaned on my ears and 
rendered “Dancing on the Ceiling,” 
I having become famous for demand 
ing it too much at George Lamaze’s 
Park Avenue Club in New York. I 
gave each singer a cigarette, and was 
shown to my bathhouse, which I shared 
with Arthur Brown, the crooner. 
(Arthur Brown is not to be confused 
with Arthur William Brown, who 
plays bass drums if he gets too near 
an okestra!) Mr. Brown loaned me 
his bathing suit, and my bathrobe was 
a towelly Chanel thing with a black 
bow which Millicent Jaeckel loaned me 
after one look at my figure. Millicent 
is just lovely—but Mrs. Kahn, the 


former Hannah Williams—Ho-hum! 
I mean to say Mrs. Kahn once sang 
“Cheerful Little Earful” in “Sweet 
and Low.” 


A atuve Hanp and I then stepped 
. into the sea where we met Sport 
Ward just stepping out. I believe he 
had walked over from Nassau with a 
load of Bourbon. The ocean—lI think 
it’s the Atlantic—is much like any 





other ocean, unless you go too far to 
the north and it’s February. If you 
go too far north in February you 
don’t see Mrs. Roger Kahn in a bath- 
ing suit! (Note to Roger: The rea- 
son I didn’t fly with you in your Am- 
phibian was because I suspected be- 
ing seated on a trap-door over the 
ocean!) I walked out up to my neck 
and then splashed my arms around so 
people on the terrace would think I 
could swim. A small fish brushed 
against me, and I left the ocean im- 
mediately. Millicent Jaeckel was 
pretty mad at me because I'd absent- 
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mindedly gone to sea wearing lh: 
robe! 

I strolled across the sand, and look: 
about the terrace. I saw James Mont 
gomery Flagg giving a large lunches 
party to eight empty chairs. (They'r 
saying of Jimmy, “Always a guest, but 
never a host.) I introduced mysel! 
to the empty chairs and sat down. It 
was a mistake. It seems the chairs 
had all been occupied, and everything 
but the check had been eaten and 
sipped. Jim didn’t tell me this, so | 
matched him for the check and lost. 


I GLANCED down at the wheel-chair 

causeway, and up the beach trun 
dled Colleen Moore, of Hollywood 
I waved her to my table—I owned th 
table by then—which was another mis 
take. I hadn’t noticed a Mr. Mach 
amer sitting at her side. This Mach 
amer is a frightfully handsome artist 
with a heart like a meat-ball. He wears 
kid gloves at all times so he won't 
leave finger-prints on ladies! Ther 
was a hungry look in Mac’s eyes— 
love for Colleen I hoped—but no, it 
was just for table things! “Tickled 
to be your guests, Junior,” he drooled, 
and I knew I 
might just as 
well buy a half 
interest in the 
Colony - Ambas- 
sador Beach 
Club! Then Sy- 
bil Stokes, Kim 
Moran, and Mil- 
licent—all hearty 
eaters—sat down 
at my table, and 
my wave for a 
waiter looked 
more like a self- 
conscious wave 
at a Fifth Ave. 
bus. Mac ordered 
julepsallaround. 
(If I'd only had 
a vial of some- 
thing to drip in 
his!) Then food 

















was ordered, and it’s hell what the 
sutdoor life in Palm Beach does to 
guests’ appetites. I excused myself, 
ind found Arthur Hand. I told him 
my idea of a good time was to present 
the check to Mac. This was done! 

Perhaps I’ve discussed “check” too 
much—but that’s what one does in 
Palm Beach. 


J st as the sun went down I was 
~ driven back to the Poinciana, to 
dress for dinner. Vincent, my bell- 
boy, fetched ham sandwiches and milk 
which I ate in the tub. Vincent rubbed 
me too thickly with unguentine, and 
when I got into a dress shirt it kept 
slipping off. Finally I wore only a 
big vellow scarf, a la foulard, and 
looked veddy nice. Still in Arthur's 
tolls, I sped out Chilean Way and 
garnered Tick Weyberne, whose hus- 
band was in Chicago—goody-goody ! 
Then on to The Patio Lamaze and 
another big check. The food, though 
was excellent. Tick comp! 1ined 
of the smallness of her portion of 
sweetbreads, and I called a waiter and 
dictated a telegram to George Lamaze 
in New York. I said, 


pl iins 


spare . 


“Lady com 
sweetbreads too 
small can do something about it?” Th: 
It said 
“More sweetbreads coming by airmail 
regards to Sport Ward.” 

Irom there we drove to the Colony 
Club, Arthur Hand’s outdoor night 
Holst’s 
okestra is the only one in the world 
which can keep time with me, unless 
Mac is on the floor at the same time 
then one of us always looks out wf 
step. After a well-washed dinner Mac 
goes master-of-ceremonies wherever he 
is, and lhe picks on the Colony Club 
more than others. 
It is nothing at all 
to him to: pull out 
the small 
and do a 


portion of 


answer came at dessert time. 


place. Ernie toe-tapping 


piano 
Hele n 
Morgan with 
Sport Ward at th: 
keys. Mr. Ward 
plays with his feet, 
which worries Mr. 
Holst. (1 must ad 
mit, however, the 
high spot in Mace’s 
inanity was 
reached when lh 
cut in on a pair of 
professional ada- 
gio dancers. It 
happened in Co 
coanut Grove 
where nothing like 
that dared happen 


before! I saw four 
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dowagers fall head first into tea- 
cups.) It’s surprising how quickly 
three o'clock in the morning buzzes 
‘round. I didn’t want to call it a 
night—nor did Tick. I heard a peep 
ing off to the left—the strains of 
“Cheerful Little Earful,” and in two 
leaps I was at Roger Kahn’s table. So 
was Mac, dammim! 

Arthur Hand had taken his last 
peep at the cash register, and I feared 
the night was ending. “Come on, ever’- 
body,” commanded Arthur, “we're go- 
ing to my flat at the Colony-Ambas- 
sador!” From then I remember noth- 
ing except Mac was busy composing 
music and lyrics for the Kahns. Sud 
denly I glanced out the window and 
saw a ball of fire. M’gawd! It was 
It was eight o’clock, and I 
was due at the first tee at nine! I 


the sun! 








helped Mr. Hand sit down and I went 
hack to the splashed 


through some oatmeal, arrived on time 


Poinciana, 


at the golf club, still in dinner clothes, 
and lost my match eight and six! 

I returned to the hotel and found 
a note from Mr. Ward. It said: 
“What's the big idea in walking out 
on the party?” 


Eye-Queues 


He is a question that was recent- 

ly propounded to students at the 
Johns Hopkins University in an in- 
telligence test, and they were given 
24 hours in which to answer: A Jap 
was sent to the United States to be 
educated. 
and generally used American proverb 
was thoroughly explained to him. He 
finished his education and returned to 


One day a very common 
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Japan. Some time 
thereafter he had 
occasion to use that 
American proverb, 
which he did in his 
own language, but 
translated 
into English was as 


when 
follows: ‘‘Unseen 
idiot.”’ 

What was the 
American proverb? 

A fastidious city 
man entered the 
lone poolroom-soda 
fountain- barber 
shop of a small 
Western town. De- 
siring a hair-cut, he 
observed the two 
barbers to see 
which one could 
serve him better. 
Barber No. 1) was 
well set up, sartori- 





ally and tonsorially 
presentable. Barber No. 2 was given 
to obesity, terrible neckties, and his 
hair might have been ravished by a 
lawn mower. Which should he choose ? 


| Bae week’s—No. 1: Less than two 

shells would not be “some,” so two 
Twice as 
many shells produced eight nuts, three 
times as many produced thirty-six. 
Total, 46. 


No. 2: The clever stenog folded her 
carbon sheets, treated surfaces inside, 
dropped them over the top edges of 
the white sheets. twirled them in her 
wrote “The quick brown fox 
jumps, etc., on the untreated surface 
of the first carbon, found that each 
white sheet took two impressions, each 


shells produced two nuts. 


machine, 


carbon sheet two. 
15. Try it! Some of the lines will 
be backward, but who wants to read 
them anyway? And this, I should 
judge about the 
Eve-Queue that’s ever 
be en conceived. 


Total impressions, 


conservatively, is 


most useless 


The Gag Inane 


HIs requires a small prop and a 
dumb victim. You say to the vic- 
tim:—‘“I bet I can show you a ma- 
terial object you never saw before; 
I never saw it; no one ever saw it. 
Then I will cause it to disappear se 
that vou will never see it again; I will 
never see it again; no one will ever 
see it again!” 

When your victim takes the bet, you 
pull out a peanut, crack it, show the 
kernel and eat it. 

—JupGE, Jr. 























“Columbus’ men grew more desperate, and mutiny seemed inevitable when——” 





Bank Presivent—Hello, Charlie! Don’t cash that check of mine 


for a few days—that’s a good fellow! 








JUDGE 

















?. 
a” Nee 





“Git out—an’ stay out—I’m composin’ a beautiful love song.” 





“That's all right, sir—we won’t charge you for it.” 
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for Samuel Shipman, if Gilbert 

Miller were to make a big star of 
Charles K. Champlin in a big revival 
of “The House of Doom,” if Winthrop 
Ames were to return to the theatre in 
partnership with O. U. 
Bean and open up the Cherry Lane 
Playhouse with a cycle of plays by 
Butler Davenport, if Arthur Hopkins 
were to book Minsky’s “Miss Embon- 
point From Eaton” at the Plymouth 
and engage Prof. Clayton Hamilton 
before the Drama 
interest, if Katharine 
Cornell were to appear in the leading 
role of a revival of the late Lya de 
Putti’s vehicle, “Made in France,” and 
if Ziegfeld were to come out with the 
that he 
turn ““Papavert” into a musical com 
edy, one wouldn’t be more perforated 
than at finding Jed Harris putting on 
a murder mystery play, and not only 
a murder mystery play but one like 
that called “The Fatal Alibi.”’ What 
Mr. Harris, who certainly on his past 
record doesn’t belong up any such al- 
ley, is doing hanging around that kind 
of whangdoodle is pretty hard to fig- 
ure out, 


I the Theatre Guild were to go in 


managerial 


to give lectures 


League in its 


announcement was going to 


A° rHouGH, as may be known by this 
* “time, I personally entertain a mag- 
nificent apathy toward the species of 
theatrical entertainment that bids me 
spend three hours sitting around wait- 
ing to learn the identity of some whol 
ly negligible character who has mur 
dered some other even more negligible 
character, I am not so selfish as not to 
allow that there may conceivably be a 
great number of half-wits still at large 
who can find amusement in such stuff. 
And a theatrical producer has a per 
fect personal right to distil all the 
wampum from them that he can. Sut 
while he has a perfect personal right, 
he hasn’t—if he is the type that 
amounts to anything—the slightest 
right. Mr. Harris is of the 
type that most assuredly amounts to 
something 


critical 


indeed, he amounts to a 
very great deal—and accordingly, as 
one critic, I herewith do him the 
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honor of offering him the 
Nathanian raspberry. 

If “The Fatal Alibi” a top- 
notch mystery play, if, indeed, it were 
even just this side of top-notch and if 
it looked as if—in these lean times— 
it were going to make Mr. Harris a 
big pot of money wherewith to put on 
something more reputable in the way 
of drama, I should out of the charity 
of my critical heart simply denounce 
him for a Lausbub in a single well- 
phrased sentence and let it go at that. 
But as the particular mystery play 


oblique 


were 


that he has lent his name to is the 
whiffle and as it takes much 
shrewder mystery pastime to make a 
big pot of money in these theatrically 
sophisticated and particular days, I 
devote this making 
him stand up before the class and ex- 
posing him to the battery of pea 
shooters. 


veriest 


longer space to 


He may not give a conti- 
nental what I, as a critic of the the- 
atre, think, but that will be his mis- 
take. For only a critic with a belief 
in his uncommon talents and a respect 
for his high, his very high, competence 
as a producer would take enough in- 
terest to recall to him what should 
be his integrity and his pride. 

The leading role in the Harris ex 
hibit is played by the English actor, 
Charles Laughton. This Laughton is 
one of the more skilful character per- 
On the 
London stage, however, any actor like 
Mr. Laughton is permitted to make a 
Roman holiday out of any play he 


formers on the London stage. 


appears in by way of stealing every 
drop of gravy for his own personal 
and histrionic Kudos. Audiences over 
there don’t object to such didoes. But 
over here it doesn’t quite work out 
that way. Thus, when Mr. Laughton, 
uncontrolled by his management, acts 
the whole of “The Fatal Alibi” right 
off the stage and into the wings in the 
interests of his own performing vain- 
glory, the chances of “The Fatal Al- 
ibi’” to horn in on a bank account are 
just so much further lessened. 
* * * 

ee the kind of persons who can’t 

live without murder mystery plays, 
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THEATRE 


of George Jean Nathan 


there is one at the Mansfield that has 
the edge on “The Fatal Alibi.” Its 
name is “Monkey” and its author is 
the late Samuel Janney. Not only— 
as such things go—is it a fairly likely 
specimen of its genre, but its star 
actor, a mummer named Whorf, and 
hitherto unknown to this department, 
provides it with an uncocky, skilful 
and very amusing performance. It en- 
joys the further advantage of an in- 
dulgence in a periodic spoof of the 
kind of drama it represents, which 
helps. Mildly suggestive in its lead- 
ing role of Cyril Maude’s Grumpy, 
and not without a number of funny 
lines, it should please such theatre- 
goers as are wont to be pleased by the 
sort of play it is. 
* * 


M y colored man, Joe, part of whose 

duty it is to attend the talkies 
and report to me what is happening in 
that quarter, informs me that the screen 
is presently going in for horror plays 
on a large scale. It seems, according 
to Joe, that the jakes who patronize 
the pictures are currently so entranced 
by films of the species named that 
Hollywood can hardly supply the de 
mand. <Any story that offers an op 
portunity for a tenth-rate ham to make 
himself into what the fans will regard 
wonderful character actor by 
palming a set of hideous false teeth 
and flipping them into his mouth every 
time he has drunk a glass of absinthe, 


as a 


commands a faney price. And any 
tale provided with a scene showing 
seven-foot actor with his face 


painted chasing a shrieking 
platinum cutie through the sewers of 
Paris is certain to pull in the trade in 
such numbers that the annual deficit 
of the producing company will quickly 
be reduced to a mere fifty or sixty 
million dollars. 

It is only this situation that could 
account for the recent production in 
the theatre, with a view to a movie 


green 


sale, of the cervelat wurst called 
“Zombie.” Dealing with some ani- 


mated corpses in Haiti that obey the 
hypnotic will of 


a ghoulish padrone 
(Page 32, 


please ) 
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Pitan = DEAR HELEN HICKS —Faun BEA — 
ANIL / I'M WRITING To ASK YOU "G ToRGINE 
ME FOR THE GoLF | PLANED IN CUR 
“EXHIBITION” MATCH —YOU PLAYED GoLF 
AND | WAS FUNNY! BUT THAT GIRL 
BLANCHE IN OUR GALLERY UPSET Me 
7ERRIALY BEING WITH THAT OTHER 
FELLA AND ROGER KAHN SWOOPING 
DOWN Ar ME WITH HIS AMPHIBIAN, 
JUST AS ID START %H PVTT KINDA 
SCARED ME! | HOPE YOU WIN EVERY 
“TOURNAMENT EXCEPT THE MEN'S 
ec tea twig AMATEUR, | EXPECT ENTER THAT! 
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Situation 
TH way Japan disregards Secre- 
tary Stimson’s advice, you'd think 
it was sent collect. 


Milwaukee is the only large city in 
the country which boasts of a treas- 
In the old days it was 
good beer that made the city famous. 


ury surplus. 


Nowadays people not only refuse 
to give credit where credit is due, but 
they won't give credit where cash is 
due either. 

A Pennsylvania newspaper reports 
that little elfin creatures 


of human appearance have been secn 
in a coal mine. Stockholders, probably. 


i 
y | 


mysterious 








“The depression has hit my class- 


” 
room, Pa! 


“Beg pardon, sir! 
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“That’s the first time I’ve 





. . ’- 
ever seen that guy standing up ina ring! 


Home Movie Reviews 


were crowds outside the resi- 
of the H. C. 


we saw. the 


rT sees 


dence Srays the night 
new “Down 
South,” currently featured there, but 
they were not drawn by the film. It 
was a small fire in the kitchen which 
attracted them. After seeing the pic- 
ture, we can understand why all those 
people remained outside. You might 
do worse than to see this picture, but 
we don’t know how. To us, it set a 
new low mark for dullness. 

The plot, such as it is, shows how 
low people can fall when they have a 


picture, 





Cat got your kipper this morning, sir!” 


lot of time on their hands down in 
Florida. The Brays, you know, spent 
the month of January down there, 
and they offer “Down South” to prove 
it. As the story unwinds, we find the 
Brays sinking lower and lower in the 
sand. In the opening scenes they are 
standing on the beach, but in subse 
quent reels they are exhibited sitting 


on it, half buried in it and almost 
completely buried in it. The night 


we were 
to expect 


there, the audience seemed 
with apparent pleasure— 
a climax in which the Brays would be 
entirely buried, but there was no such 
luck. 

The featured players, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bray, are adequate in their roles as 
people who are out for a good time 
and are easily satisfied. Supporting 
them is their daughter, Betty, who 
seems to be a child prodigy as a sand 
digger. Incidental réles are filled by 
a number of personages well known 
in the world of Society, Finance and 
Politics, who happened to be lying on 
the beach near the Brays. 
unrecognizable, 


They are 
even when proudly 
pointed out by members of the Bray 
family. 

The photography, a joint labor of 
Mr. and Mrs. Bray, is none too good. 
It is consistently blurry, but the audi- 
ence used to that and doesn’t 
mind except during a scene showing a 
group of Broadway chorus girls gam- 


gets 


boling on the beach. Sound effects 
were provided, the night we were 


there, by a dining-room radiator, with 
which something seemed to be the 
matter. —Joun C, Emery 
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BURGLAR 











It always pays to carry a few tacks! 








, just a minute before we start... . 





Parson, 




















will you say Grace?” 
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Woollcott 
bundled himself in old lace and 
cried lovely tears over Charlot, 

the little clown; about the time the 

Spengler of the East, Mr. Seldes, dis- 

covered the seven new arts, including 

the movies, about the time newspapers 


pout the time Mr. 


put office-boys to writing serious 
movie criticism, the profound theory 


crept into the minds of the new-born 


critics that motion pictures should 
move. Struggling against such odds 


as Clara Bow and John Gilbert, fight- 
ing bravely against the box-office suc- 
cesses which the producers flaunted in 
the face of their critics, these fast- 
aging gentlemen continued, from time 
to time, to express this theory. After 
some years, a few directors imported 
from Germany or imitating the Ger- 
mans, began to give out interviews in 
which they expressed the thought that 
a motion picture should move. Play- 
wrights, imported to Hollywood, ex- 
pressed the thought that dialogue was 
not everything. After all, a motion 
picture should have action in it. 

Finally even producers were con- 
vineed. picture 
As a result every direc- 
tor worth a megaphone now takes a 
camera and swings it from set to set 
in an earnest desire to make pictures 
move. Unfortunately the mere move- 
ment of a camera from face to face or 
place to place does not constitute ac- 
tion. “Union Depot” and all the 
other pictures modeled after “Grand 
Hotel,”’ now on their way to the screen 
are full of trick shots, the camera 
flits from place to place, and we have 
what the boys used to call flowing pic- 
tures. I am pleased to see this triumph 
of art over sordid commercialism, but 
I have a postscript to add to this first 
principle of movie direction. Not only 
should a picture move, but it should 
have some place to go. That should 
be enough to keep the boys worried 
for another ten years. 


Perhaps a motion 


should move. 


IRECTOR WELLMAN deserves a nice 
gold star for preventing Mr. Rob- 
inson from heaving through his nostrils 


‘c-- <= 
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JUDGING THE 


By PARE LORENTZ 


and engaging in his pet tricks in “The 
Hatchet Man,” but I’m sorry such a 
nice restraint could not have been ex- 
ercised in something better. This old 
Belasco play seemed unreal, far-away 
and as dated as a Times editorial. 
After all, the Chinese don’t just throw 
hatchets. They don’t shut their eyes 
and pull the triggers and_ then, 
caught in their own backyard, they 
don't run. If you don’t believe me, 
ask the Japanese. Somebody must be 
holding those forts, and I can’t help 
but think that the real war the boys 
are putting on diminishes the value of 
a lot of hocus-pocus about Chinese 
chambers of commerce (i. e., tongs). 
Wellman secured some fetching sets 
for his piece, and Loretta Young is so 
charming and beautiful, I suggest 
they make her Chinese hereafter no 
matter what she plays in. “The 
Hatchet Man” is not exciting. Direc- 
tor Wellman has a gift for making 
exciting pictures, and I hope they give 
him something worth while next time. 


| pon’t know where-Greta Nissen 

has been, but she is still worth see- 
ing after her retirement. “The Silent 
Witness” has one great weakness, and 
its name is Lionel Atwill, who com- 
bines the worst features of Walter 
Hampden and H. B. Warner, which 
s a new low in combinations and which 
almost makes it impossible for me to 
send you to see Miss Nissen. The 
show is hardly a mystery play, but it 
moves along nicely. But where did 
they find Atwill? More important, 
why? 


*m sure I speak for sixteen million 

people, and whether I do or not I 
think it time to again repeat, Why not 
some comedies? I have been told 
there are no comedians in Hollywood. 
With the exception of Charles Butter- 
worth, Roland Young, Buster Keaton, 
John Barrymore, and a few fellows 
like that, I can agree. But I have been 
told ““Monkey Business” made money. 
Furthermore, I never saw audiences 
more eager for amusement. The two- 


9° 








reel comedies are getting worse and 
worse, except, of course, for Walt Dis- 
ney’s Silly Symphonies, which con- 
tinue to be as good as anything the 


movies ever have given us. There 
was a time when full-length comedies 
didn’t try to be anything else but 
funny. Now they have to include gang 
murders and jungle pictures. I’! 
wager this column against a week’s 
box-office receipts, that a _ whole- 
hearted slapstick burlesque like “The 
Spite Marriage,” “Hands Up,” or any 
of the aces of silent days, would bring 
more nickels and enthusiasm from the 
nation than a freight load of “Silent 
Witnesses” and “Prestiges.” 
A* further evidence of the paucity 
of humor in a grey world, I give 
you a line-up of pictures under way, 
culled from a copy of Variety. “The 
Crowd Roars,” “It’s Hell to be Fa- 
mous,” “East Side,” “Beauty and the 
Boss,” “The Ferguson Case,” “Love 
Affair,” “Shopworn,” “Man in Her 
Life,” “South of Rio Grande,” 
“Trail’s End,” “One Hour With You,” 
“The Miracle Man,” “Dancing in the 
Dark,” “Disorderly Conduct,” “After 
Tomorrow,” “Wanted—A_ Million- 
aire,” “Texas Gun Fighter,” “Whis- 
tling Dan,” “Hotel Continental,” “Sin- 
gle-Handed Saunders,” “Police 
Court,” “Texas Pioneers,” “Lost 
Squadron,” “Girl Crazy,” “Polly of 
the Circus,” “Are You Listening?” 
Those pictures are all finished, and, 
of course, the title probably will be 
changed to “Her Man,” “His Woman”’ 
and “Her Sacrifice,” so you won't buy 
anything under false pretensions. You 
may think something in that list is go- 
ing to be funny. It gives me a head- 
ache just to think about them. 


I HAVE put whole groups of people 

to sleep expressing my resentment 
against the plays, the smug compla- 
eency of Mr. Philip Barry. I have 
resented his plays because they show 
writing skill, because I think he is 
worth resentment. His “Tomorrow and 

(Page 27, please) 
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“Well, what do yer know, Bert! 





A horse!! 
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By Sidney S. Lenz 








HE final solution in the Third An- 

nual Bridge Contest appeared last 
week, and it won't be long now before 
the list of prize winners will be ready 
for publication. This was the first 
contest based on contract bidding, and 
many of the solutions were as close 
In fact, a 
number of contesiants made no bones 
in telling me that I actually leaned 
backwards in a number of instances, 
and if they had the awarding of the 
prizes I would be lucky to draw my 
breath. 


as they could possibly be. 


It was quite impossible to re- 
ply to all the letters I received asking 
why thus and so was not just as good 
—if not better—than what I had to 
offer. 


I suppose I should feel compli- 
mented in receiving letters of protest, 
because the implication is, that, if I 
received many of them, I could not 
find time to answer. A small per- 
centage of one per cent of JupGrE 
readers could easily keep me busier 
than another “match of the century.” 

If a contestant should be certain 
that his angle is better than mine, 
what need is there to worry? The 
first-class players will agree with him 
and score equally low on that specific 
problem. And, after all is said and 
solved, the better players will lead 
the list of major prize winners. 

It will take some time to standard- 
ize contract bidding, and I was very 
careful to explain that the bidding in 
this contest was based on the system 
exemplified in JupGe, week after 
week, 

The controversial point in the first 
problem was North’s bid of four No 
Trumps in preference to five Clubs. 
This was a conventional response and 
not intended to show No Trump val- 
ues that had already been denied on 
North’s first declaration. 

On the second problem, a bid of 
one No Trump by North, instead of 


nal Bridge and Whist Championships. 
the late Wilbur C. Whitehead said: ‘Sidney 
! known 
TU ivice and answer questions 
dents send stamped, addressed envelopes for reply. 


the pass, was favored by a number of 
They contended that 
the No Trump declaration was in ac- 


expert players. 
cordance with the precepts in my 
One-Two-Three System, and quoted 
example “B,” under the caption of 
“Response to bid of one.” After a 
Spade bid, the book-hand favored a 
No Trump take-out on these cards: 


Aa 63 
A774 
K 832 

& 10654 


In the # 2 problem hand, the quick- 
trick values were about the same, but 
the incentive to rescue was not there 
hand contained three 
cards of the bid suit. 

The point involved is that a mini- 


mum take-out should usually be made 


because the 


when the partner’s hand does not hold 
normal support in the bid suit. With 
the take-out on the problem hand, 
there would be no excuse for playing 
the deal at anything but three No 
Trumps, which contract would be de- 
feated, although both North and 
South held fine cards for minimum 
bids. Of course the double-dummy 
players managed to get back into a 
four Spade Contract, which they had 
a good chance of fulfilling. 

Problem # 4 appeared to give good 
satisfaction to the kibitzers, aside 
from West’s double of the final Con- 
tract. The plaint here was that the 
double was the keynote to Declarant’s 
play of the hand that permitted him 
to fulfill his doubled Contract. Only 
a well-placed Jack was required from 
the partner to cash in on the double, 
and that is not asking for a great 
deal. 

Curiously enough, the conscientious 
objectors on this problem quite omit- 
ted to insert the double that was 
needed for a perfect score. 
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JUDGING THE 


BOOKS 


HE Singermanns, First Jewish 

Family of Montana (the mining 
town of Silver Bow), still continue to 
enthrall Mr. Myron Brinig, not to 
mention ourself. They are far and 
away our favorite First Jewish Fam- 
ily of Modern Literature, despite a 
slight tendency of theirs to run into 
trouble. Furthermore, with their 
latest misadventures in “This Is My 
Brother,” we are building up a quite 
respectable letch for Mr. Brinig’s Art 
itself. True, in the past we have 
tempered this like with a bit of what 
might be termed good fatherly criti- 
cism, based on some of Mr. Brinig's 
young mistakes. But we have taken 
our feelings out on his hide solely for 
his own good. Just the same, it has 
always been love at first sight with us 
and Mr. Brinig; he is still growing; 
and some day he will emerge large, 
and Shane will have spoken again. 

“This Man Is My Brother” brings 
the Singermanns up to the third gen- 
eration. Money has come to them; 
they have shaken off all traces of the 
unspeakable, American Defense So- 
ciety brand; and would like to take a 
calm, peaceful and rightful place in 
Society. But Society, with an inevi- 
table anti-Jewishness, turns its shoul- 
der icily on such vain pretensions and 
eventually drives one brilliant young 
Jew insane and wrecks two fine young 
Jewesses who have set their minds on 
Goyem marriages. 

True, this is not a universal pastime 
with Society, nor are all Jews destroy 
ing themselves daily by the hundreds 
because of prejudice. But you never 
can tell when and where prejudice 
will raise its ugly head and strike. It 
may also be better to let sleeping 
prejudice lie. We don’t think so. We 
feel it mighty courageous of Mr. 
Brinig to prod the horrid thing to 
wakefulness and attack it with intel 
ligence, as he does, to find out what 
causes it, and why, and so eventually 
lead to destroying it. 


Becsvse Anne Green has a lightness 
of touch that few writers outside 
the nickel magazines have achieved 
in this country, don’t go around dis- 
missing her as just an amusing light- 
weight. Not that we are going Forum 
on you and discovering Deep Channels 
of Thought, still, it is nice to point 
out something that tickles the idea 
muscles as well as the risibilities. Be 
sides, we hold it a fine, brave skill that 
can wrap wisdom in laughs. This goes 
for everyone but Will Rogers, the 
man who can laugh at misfortunes— 
other people’s. 

In “Marietta,” our Anne (who, inci- 























dentally is quite an eyeful for a lady 
paper-destroyer) presents a ravishing 
voung super-hoyden blessed with a | 
vast, unruly magnetism, and, unable 
to cope with this magnetism, reverses 
t on herself to bring about her own 
lestruction. In other and more Eng- 
lish words, she is just a little meanie. 
ill wrapped up in a beautiful body, 
who cannot do right by anyone and 
has to pay and pay and pay. 

It sounds a little distasteful to us, 
this wanton killing off of such a lump 
of beauty. We like our women tough, 
high-spirited, and willing, but prob- 

bly we are all better off in the long 
run if we marry a girl just like mother. | 

The scene for the fascinating dé 
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ee & ‘a 
~~ sj fi 
. re. 4 ; —_ 





y 
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D4 
icle of this sexual free-lance is again | _- ane ; 


ong the American expatriates in | owe 
Paris, Anne (may we call you Anne, 


fe 





- 


Fad 








({nne?) again gets a perfect group 


picture of one of those curious hybrid 
families that are more respectable 
American than gay Parisian, and the 
vriting is, as suggested, pleasing to 


and mind, if, of course, any. A 
v-leaf for Miss Green, boy! 


Yue slight soupcon of boredom and | | t 
T ridicule with which he regards most OU rs O 
of the situations in which he finds him 


elf, makes “They Were Still Dane 
ng.” a tour of Abyssinia and points =a 0) rope an d U p 
Kast, by Eve lyn Waugh, our favorite 


cardi author, as sprightly a_ trav | 





log as we've ever read. Thus when . ° | 
follows an enrapture d professor 'e -| nc USIVe rates 
if ethnology up to a holy spring at 


the waters of the Jordan, he notes the 
bad plumbing with which the sacred 
juice is being conveyed to a_ rustic 


hower bath where a native boy is 


Here is a gayer, smarter way to see Europe 





rubbing himself down with as much at moderate cost. Included with complete 
do as if he were scrubbing himself in e ° ° 

sanilie sities hak. “Dae ane sightseeing by motor are entertainment 
iot wow you, and true, a lot of . 
Waugh’s humor springs from a sense features to lend spice to your travels. On 


of personal finickiness and an undue 
preoccupation with such comforts of a RECREATION TOUR you will dine at 
civilization as his daily bath and pala 

tial cinema, but the chuckles are 
the re. Also there is a good full peep 


famous restaurants, bask on fashionable | 





nto Abyssinia, : : : eer, |i ; : 
ibyssinia, a dark, queer, land | beaches, spend evenings at concerts and 
Tre read every word of “The 
\\ Reentiz Went To Woeeleacth's” the opera, and dance at the haunts of the 
one Rachel Ferguson, a nimblewit i 
f Puneh, which is also a good comic cosmopolitan world. All these unique 
igazine, and liked it. But we also. 
lespite the fine bits of pure British amusements are included in our modest | 
liom and comic allusion which made 
laugh, haven’t the faintest concep rates. Write for booklet J describing 
tion of what it was all about. It has 











story, and if we had a better grip on these twent tours | 
esoteric channels the minds of | Y , | 
ever young British lady comics seek 


it, we might have understood it. As 
tg di know fs the hook made CALDWELL TRAVEL SERVICE, INC. 
cei etad ae. | 665 fifth avenue new york city 


—Tep SHANE 
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FLIGHT FARE s8etween 


NEW YORK ano WASHINGTON 


24 PLANES DAILY 


SPECIAL FLIGHT FARE REDUCTIONS TO ALL OTHER POINTS 


TRENTON, PHILADELPHIA, WILMINGTON, ‘BALTIMORE, 
NORFOLK 


Comfortably heated, well ventilated Airlines. Tickets and information at all Leading 
otels, Travel Bureaus, Penna. R. R. Ticket Offices or call Western Union 


} 
| e every hour on the hour e 











| LUDINGTON AIRLINES 











DETROIT’S 


FINEST UPTOWN HOTEL 






+ + is near the General 
Motors, Fisher and New 
Center Buildings, also 


automobile plants. 


A courteous thoughtful staff. 


Excellent Cuisine 


Luxurious rooms at $3.00 per day. 


THE 


Abinaton 


at 700 SEWARD 


LEG-o-MATIC| 
BRIDGE SETS 












FOR THE MODERN 








Automat table \ 
legs nm and wit 
os 10ti Compact 
comfortal ling 
chairs have the a eat 
ance of rea ha 
RIGID -:- SIMPLE 
BEAUTIFUL 


Sold At Leading partment of Furniture Stores 
LORRAINE METAL MFG. CO., 352 FOURTH AVE, NEW YORK, M © 


the Leg-O-Matic table and chairs 
shown above were selected for use in 
the Lenz-Culbertson Contract Bridge 
Contest recently played. 





Judging the Sports 


Continued 
girls, she didn’t get out and walk. She 
got out and When the 
ended she had won $219,000, 
time 


ran. season 
all 
not even 
: and it should 
be remembered that Peggy, as a three 
vear-old, was not in the money. 
Only once was Top Flight pushed. 
That was in the Futurity 
when she ran her longest race to date, 


an 


record for her sex, 


barring Peggy Jovee, 


Pimlico 


from page *) 


1 mile and a sixteenth. Up to that 


race the experts had questioned two 


qualities in Sonny Whitney’s filly: 
(1) could she go adistance? (2) was 
she game? The answer was “yes” on 


both counts. 

Turning into the stretch the Loma 
stable’s Tick On, a brash young male, 
came up to make a fight for it. Over 
the was a neck 


last two furlongs it 





' and, co incidentally, 


| be confused with necking, 


|} stamina 


and-neck race—a_ turf phrase not to 
please. Of 
course the little lady won, and in wir 
ning she smashed the Futurity record, 
thereby proving that she not only has 
ind but speed i 


well. It Inay even be that she has VU] 


courage, 


(See Outline of American Moral 
Page 452, paragraph ® subject Bow 


K ARLIER in this scholarly piece 

° reference to the winter book 
in which Top Flight is the reigning f 
vorite. I the 
book is a total mvstery, conceivably a 
profound de iling with Lak 
bes ind the pore 
ise number of red flannel underpant 
worn by Minnesota 

Those who 
be tter, and @ 
luectantly 
do know. 


made 


imagine to some winte 
re¢ ord 


Placid, frigidaire cu 


lumbe rien, 

the turf know 
being one of them, ri 
idd that it is about all the 
The winter book is a specu 


follow 


lation in horseflesh futures, in whic! 
ill the eligible Derby starters ar 
listed, together with respective odd, 
reflecting the bookmakers’ judgment 
singularly accurate, as to how the 
starters will finish, if they start. 

I say “if they start,” because it 
the winter books you speculate not 
only on the chance that vour hors: 
will win, but that he will start, and 
if he doesn’t start, vou are out ot 
luck, as well as dough. Because of 


this combined hazard the odds in th 
winter book are always more gener 
ous than the odds at Churchill Down 
on the day of the race. 

For example, the last quotation | 
Top Flight in the winter 
book was 8 to 1. If the Whitney fill; 
comes up to the race sound and starts 


saw on 


as naturally she will if she is sound. 
the quotation will be much shorter 
You will be lucky to get even money. 
provided there is any left in 
the country, even or otherwise, by that 
time. 


Weer R book speculation is a peril 


ous thing, judged from any ang: 
and the best angle is that of the non 
participant. At this time a vear ago th: 
winter book favorite was Equipois« 
likewise Whitney 
also the leading 
winner of the 
just as Top Flight is, or 
was, depending on how you like your 


tenses. 


money 


owned by voung 


two-vear old money 
vear before 


Equipoise opened in the winter 
book at 6 to 1. The dear old public 

the same public that listens to pros 
perity speeches with wide, extended 
ears, bows low to garlic-scented head 
waiters, and pays vearly salaries to 
Pullman porters—went for him hook 
line and spurs, backing him down to 
§ to 2. 

What happened? 


even start. 


Equipoise didn’t 
A day or so before th 





ae 


iste a 
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Derby he suffered a quarter-crack 
n his right front foot, and had to be 
withdrawn. This was a frightful blow 
to the altruistic winter-book operators. 
\{ million dollars had been wagered 
n the Whitney colt. They had to 


take all this money and keep it. Yet 
Gandhi thinks he’s being kicked 
round. 

HE man who knows more about 


more race horses than anybody els« 
n the country is Walter Spencer Vos- 
burgh, official handicapper of the New 
York Jockey Club. A handicapper’s 
job is to try to make all the races 


fairly well balanced. This is done 
hy making good horses carry heavier 
veights than inferior ones, on the 
bvious theory that speed is reduced 
n ration to weight carried. He has 


heen handicapping horses for mor 
than forty vears, and during that time 
has attempted to grade the relative 
speed of exactly 232,097 thorough- 
breds. He handicaps from 4,500 to 
7.000 horses a He hasn't 


stenciled formula beyond observation 


vear. any 


ind past performances. 
fooled Mr. 


Vosburgh. “There is nothing extraor- 


Few horses have ever 
linary about handicapping a horse,” 
“All you have to do is 
study his characteristics and analyz 
is speed records. A child can do it. 
In fact. a child ought to do it.” 

Mr. Vosburgh subscribes to the old 
the turf, that “all 
plavers must die broke.” He claims 
that 500 things can happen to a horse 


he tells you. 


ixiom of horse 


from the barrier to the pay-off station. 


“or that reason, with all his minute 
knowledge of, and inside dope on, 
horses, he hasn’t made a bet since 
ISS87. 


Things can also happen to the bet 
or. As a youth, Mr. Vosburgh, now 
n his late 70’s, worked in the 
de partment of 
One 


sports 
a metropolitan daily. 
day the sports editor picked all 
x winners on the card. ‘“‘How much 
did you win?” he was asked. The 
sports editor had lost $40. 
Two Mr. Vosburgh 
rated Gallant Fox 
all 
three - year - olds, 
and the Fox 
.the Derby. 
vear he 
Twenty 


vears 


ago 
above 


won 
Last 
gave 
Grand a 
similar rating, and 
the 

stable 


home. 


Greentree 
cantered 
This 
he has placed Top 


year 


Flight ontop, 
where all gals be 

What more 
you ask for 
fifteen cents? Be- 
Nathan is 


good, too. 


long. 


can 


sides, 








the 








PRICELESS 


are the voices of those we love 


PHRASE, 


Wuart price on a doctor's midnight 
directions, on the swift response of 
the fire department, on the relief of 
anxiety, the cementing of friend- 
ship, the unexpected greeting after 
a long silence? 

What price on speed in business, 
on the smooth running of a house- 
hold, on leisure or rest without 
neglect of duty, on shelter in a day 
of storm? 

How can any one say what the 
telephone is worth to you? We set 
a value on such visible, physical 
things as wires, poles, switch- 
boards, instruments, operation. 
We set a price on telephone ser- 
vice based on what it costs us to 
assure its 


render it and to 


continued growth. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE 


WHAT PRICE COULD BE 


LAUGHTER OF A LITTLE CHILD A 


AWAY? WHAT 


“WE'RE ALL 


AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 


SET ON THE VOICE AND 


THOUSAND MILES 


PRICE ON THE BRIEF AND REASSURING 


WELL’? WHAT PRICE ON A 


HUNDRED WORDS BETWEEN SEPARATED LOVERS? 


These considerations are fairly 
exact. But they have little relation 
to the actual worth of the tele- 
phone in your home or office. That 
is frequently a thing of the spirit 
and cannot be measured in terms 
of money. 

When you buy telephone service 
you buy the most nearly limitless 
service the world affords. Because 
of it you receive the thoughts 
and emotions of other people and 
express your own thoughts and 
emotions to them. There are no 
hindering handicaps of time or dis- 
tance, place or circumstance. For a 
few pennies a day, you move out of 
your own little corner in the king- 
dom of ideas and are free to range 


where you will. 





Judging the Movies 


(Continued from page 22) 


out of a theatre 
with such a bad taste in my mouth it 
took very bad 
Scotch to restore me to fairly good 
humor. Unfortunately, I can say noth- 
ing about the picture except that it is 
a fair reproduction of the play, and I 


Tomorrow” sent me 


several tumblers of 


am not going to give my opinion of 
that, Mr. Nathan and Mr. 
Benchley happened to express my 
feeling so well in their columns when 


be cause 


OT 
of 


the show opened, I couldn’t do any- 
thing more novel than quote. 
| MENTIONED “Prestige” earlier, and 
I might as well go ahead and waste 
more space and tell you that, in this 
little gadget about the aphrodisiacal 
heat, Miss Harding re 
mains very poised and the perfect lady 
and everybody goes mad, mad, sir, in 


qualities of 


those old devil tropics. 
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A | Those Humming Wires 
f | } . Roland Franklin, Warren Street, 
earn to “Dance if) | “siezitie tore 


MUST HAVE FUNDS AM 


Fa Oe | BROKE. Jim 
Jt | 


J | Mr. James Humphrey Franklin, Uni 


The Waldort - meaty 
By / SO AM I. ann nn 
> ’ 


. \ / | Mr. Roland Franklin, Warren Street, 
Pittsburgh, Pa.: 
Arth ur Murra y / FRAT THROWING PARTY 
7 \ NEED MONEY FOR LIQUOR. 


America’s Foremost Dancing Instructor Jim 


Mr. James Humphrey Franklin, Uni 
versity of Witicha, Harrisburg, Pa. 


MAN'S PART— | SO DOL Dad 


1. Left foot diagonally forward to left. h a er 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 

\ \ HAVE ASKED GIRL TO PROM 

Left foot again forward. , LOST TWENTY DOLLARS GAM 
a P ANG. Jim 

Right foot towards right side and draw \ \ | oo 

left foot up to right without placing any \ \ | Mr. James Humphrey Franklin, Uni 

weight on left. , \ | 


versity of Witicha, Harrisburg, Pa 
I LOST TWENTY THOUSAND 
ON THE STOCK MARKET. 
Dad 


Draw right foot up to left. 





» wn 





The first three steps are taken 
quickly, but on the fourth count Mr. Roland Franklin, Warren Street, 
you hold weight on the right foot iZ Pittsburgh, Pa.: 
ists tine Teenie: en WHAT WERE YOU DOING IN 

HARRISBURG YESTERDAY 
WITH THAT GRAHAM WOMAN? 


Why Miss Half th re 
l S S a ( Cc Mr. James Humphrey Franklin, Uni 
f versity of Witicha, Harrisburg, Pa.: 
. : re 4 ? I WASN'T IN HARRISBURG 
l In in 1 eC r | YESTERDAY AM MAILING 


CHECK FOR THIRTY DOLLARS. 
Dad 
Henry M. Kennepy, 
Princeton 








Dance smartly, brilliantly and you're 
sure to be popular—invited every- 
where—right in the social swing. 


Arthur Murray, America’s greatest danc- College Conversations 
h 


ieeiivaltie 
ing teacher is invented a remarkably ; ; ; : 3 
easy new method which enables <L “T think I’m gonna shave tonight. 
asy eV tl i < = “Sh: 39 
anyone to learn all the newest Yd Shave! 
dances at home—in a few hours—at very Shave. 
. ? aaryy . 3? 
little cost! No music or partner needed Tonight: 
Success positively quaranteed! “Tonight.” 
. , “Oh?” 
Think what that means Good dancers h: 





: “ >» 
are always popular—always sought after, Oh! 
sure of a good time wherever they go. And dan —Lester Peppy, 
ing is great fun—wonderful exercise. Takes your same valuable lessons—the very course for which (_owvry 
mind off your worries and cares. Keeps y yu thousands paid far more at a big saving. Don't C.C.N. ¥. 
happy and healthy ilways on ir toes and fu ela mail the n now nd surpris your 

f pe Deve s and f ifidence—and friend Arthur Murray. S 174 Ea 1 

fte ens tl ant busir and e¢ . k, N. ¥ “Is Jim very self-conscious ?”’ 
5 a a “6 . . » 

| eseRea enna eeiaerpeame etteataaieatiy Is he? Say, they call him the 
5-Day Trial j ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 174 1 | Fuller Blush Man.” 

- , :; . | 7 East 43rd Street, New York, N. Y. l amt Whew SULLIVAN, 

No matter if you've never heen on a dance floor le aces a P 38 pf ereern , 
in your life—Arthur Murray's method makes 1 | se prove. thet I com learn to dance at home, | Notre Dame 

a Mie eee Bn yg & x you may send me your famous 66-Lesson 
2 Baiened oe, eS 2M, ong pele . ] Dancing Course for only $2.97, plus a few 
t Boggs “y weberay Simols ee 1 th ee Ro ia | ents postage I understand that if not de | . 
to pay one cen nply mail the coupon belor lighted, I may return the Course within 5 | Add Etiquette Rules 
and the 66 I eseun wh Pe Se WRE ay | lays and my n ll be refunded | 
1 immediately hen it arrives, pay the post 
man only $2.97, plus a few cents delivery charge - { he proper time to take a lady’s 
Then use it for 5 days—study it—practice the | Name ° — —r ‘ 
stepe. See for yourself how casy it is to become a | | arm is in assisting her up from under- 
finished dancer, sought after, popular—the Arthur ad bia » ts » 
Murray way and—if you're not absolutely de | Addre neath the ao ; I 
lighted with the results. simply return the course . " — MARQUETTE sAWPENCE 
within the five-day trial period and your money | City ‘* State ‘* | , ig 
wus Ge frompily vofunded. Now you can. get the 3 boaecsemes eee ewe ee eee oan U. of Wash. 
28 




























Be Your Own Chef 


If you are tired of “hotel cook- 
ing’ investigate The Croydon, the 
hotel in New York where you can 
do as much or as little cooking as 
you please. Here you may have a 
suite with a complete “cooking” 
kitchen. Here you can live just 
as privately as you would in an 
apartment house, or, when busi 
ness or social duties grow heavy 
you may have full hotel service 

1d be entirely relieved of all 
housekeeping cares. 


Write for a free copy of our ser- 

e manual which describes in de- 
tail the six unique features of this 
900- room apartment hotel. 


Apartments with 2, 3, 4 or more 
rooms—by the day, month or year 


—furnished cr unfurnished, 


“@Crovoon 


TELEPHONE BUTTERFIELD 8-406 
I R THE ime ON ” 
w aUue I RMR RSON 


 —_. 








THIS? 
Use SIDNEY S. LENZ’ 
P-2-; 
SYSTEM 


Contract Bidding in a Nutshell 







AVOID 





Judge Publishing Co 

1S East 48th Street 

New York City. 

Please send me copies of “1-2-3” by 
Sidney S. Lenz at $1.10 a copy including 
shipping for which I enclose $ ° 
Name 


Address 


City & State 























LET LITTLE COUGHS 


GROW UP! 


“pecmmemeinn. ¢ Tutnk of your throat: its delicate 


membranes, its thousands of nerve endings 











om, exposed to all kinds of irritations—dust, germs, 
smoke, dry indoor air, cold, heat! No wonder 
P we get coughs so easily ! 


But it’s also easy (luckily) to stop little coughs 
from becoming big coughs. Smith Brothers’ 

| Cough Drops do this—surely and quickly. They 
(> soothe irritation, calm throat nerves and relieve 

, | the tickle. A cough hasn't got a chance!... 


Be careful of little coughs! Take an 5. B 
the minute your throat “feels funny.” 


2 KINDS: S. B. (BLACK) AND MENTHOL 




















JUDGE PAYS $10 


For each Cross Word Puzzle accepted 
from its readers. 


CROSS WORDS 


Fifty snappy puzzles chuck 





. full of wisecracks and laugh- 








ter, any way you take ‘em, 





horizontal or vertical, all in 
Jupce’s Third Cross Word 


ata Puzzle Book. 
¢ 


eo 

a) 

< ae) 
~ 

} 





4 ED NEWER | 





Order your copy now. Five 


pir. thousand rib-splitting 


laughs, all for $1.50. 





For the best drinks and the best hos 
vitality—Abbott’s Bitters. 50c sample | JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INc. 


je! Dept. 1, Baltimore, Md.—Advt. | 18 East 48th Street New York, N. Y. 
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Peta OO ee et 


He Swore Off 
Smoking in no 


Gentle Words 


Yet Anger Cooled When 
He Found This Tobacco 


It's no joke when a pipe smoker's pipe 
goes back on him. After all, as many a 
man will tell you, there’s nothing that takes 
the place of a pipe and good tobacco. Mr. 
Clarence C. Strohm well knows that, as you 
will see after reading his interesting letter. 

Harrisburg, Pa. 


March Pe 1930 


Richmond, Va 
( tle € 

I thought you might like to k y how 
I became « verted to Edgew h Smoking 
lol 

One d I had 1 attack of heartt ’ 

in e tasted te I threw it ’ 
the nee f and s € is King no 
ge e w $ Then u ke r tr 
‘ kers and said W don't it 
a pipetul f my Edgeworth, and I lay 

1 a bet of ten t one that y« Ke 1 

We for the sake of irg ent I tried 
a pipet and doggone, that Edgew 1 
tasted like honey! 

Needi to « I lost the bet. 1 
lieve me was Id vered 
the greate pipe tol t l 

> ere 
( e C. Strohm 


If you've never been able to find a pipe 
tobacco that really satisfied, try Edgeworth. 
But don’t make a ten-to-one bet with some 
Edgeworth fan, because the chances are 
more than ten to one that you, like Mr. 
Strohm, will lose—although, like him, you'll 
probably be glad you did! 

It's amazing how 
many enthusiastic let- 
ters have been received 
praising Edgeworth. 
There seems to be some- 
thing 
slow-burning smoke that 
makes 


about this cool, 
happy smokers. 
Perhaps it’s that special! 
Edgeworth blend of fine 
old burleys with its 
natural savor insured by 


a distinctive and exclusive eleventh process 





Your name and address, sent to Larus & 
Brother Co., at 117 S. 22d St., Richmond, 
Va., will bring you a free sample packet of 
Edgeworth. You can be sure of finding the 
same fine quality in the Edgeworth you buy 
at any tobacco store, for Edgeworth quality 
is always the same. 


You can buy i¢ in two forms—Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed and Edgeworth Plug Slice. 
All sizes from the 15-cent pocket package to 
the pound humidor tin. Some sizes come in vac- 
uum tins. And, by the way, you'll enjoy lis- 
tening to the Dixie Spiritual Singers as they 
sing in the Edgeworth Factory over the N. 
B.C. Blue Network every Thursday evening 


Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 250 
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ymitted by Mary Anne Sawyer, New York City. 


Horizontal 18. These are addicted to flesh pots. 


21. Understudy 
> 22 What Willie mad f his composition. 
Forecasters of future disturbances. 24. F kien plates weil = 
The way to get things without money. - ae : 


, . 25. These are good for nervous breakdowns (2 words). 
This is Greek unless it's translated. ‘ 26. These ar ° ass and . t 
A flight | «9 ese are as green a8 grass and never blossom out. 
Tk = ‘we ne i to deatt 27. That is. ( Lat.n 
. come grepenitinn, 28. S. E. (abbr 
senseless proposition °° TT ~~ init , , : 

2 is had to get but usually pleasar ceep going 

rhis will give you a pain in the neck. : us ad to ge sally pleasant to keep going 


Eicedn land 30 This voices the lowdown on women (pl 
Rooter Toeaks 31. This takes an important part 
FS sip “ 32. Queen of the infernal region 
sant 6 Bam 34. This doesn't always come up to expectations. 
These become good looking Electras. 36. What the farmer did with Vertical 34 

An important objective 43. The Greeks had a letter for it. 
Where a retiring man goes to 46. This kilied the poor fish 

What the cat got for ¢ hristmas. 47 Performed 
The kind of apartment that makes a love nest. 43. Yo re liable ¢ 
A high brow , rn ~ 


in a serenade. 


} 


» get stung, but y«< 





hen you get 
The kind of car we all drive 50 Pym pny has 
Storms that come to a head 51. Af any” cl racter 
This casts a shadow : 52. This person’ ip to monkey business. 
What wets become when they dry up. 53. A hasty send-off 
Exist. 56 Whos bide eat bu 
’ What kids eat besides ice cream 
= . Rebhit 24. 1a 1de¢s } am. 
+e p and bottom of Babbitt. 55. What the manager's friends get for nothing. 
elnie 


56. Where the first student of knowledge was expelled fror 


his is eas ) » ug 
Phis is easy to see througt 57. What you do for your vacation 


A shaky looking salad 


5f 8 all at sea « F ‘ 
What calamity Jane goes in for (pl.). = This is all at sea on land 
A multiplication of 3¢ ct (abbr.) 60 The last laugh 
Neg om accrny oe 63. Almoet half a crown. 
The high spots. 
This belongs exclusively to him. 
Free. 


The kind of tracks quickly covered (abbr.). 
The ideal place for a house party. 
Believe it or not 





Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
PIAIVUIL 


rhe proper party spirit 

An elevated positior 

These hop without a crutch 

The front end of an alligator 

Two of these are very confidential. 

The first thing that's put in the pot. 

This will keep you on the links 

4 low trick to play 

What an actor makes after his second exit. 


L|F RBI 


Vertical 


How the Sultan lives 


How the Sultan dk l 


n't live 





What a sheik causes in the harem, 
This has simple ways 

A sick room requisite (abbr 

What the queen of hearts made besides 100 honors. 
Time Tables 

The kind of pane that winter brings. 

What Simple Simon was 

A good go-bet ween. 

With the dog this is a warning 

There's no danger of a wet being this 

Where fluid thoughts come from (pl.). 


s're bound to like this 








BROWN LEDGE CAMP 
Mallett’s Bay, Vt. 


On beautiful Lake Champlain, a complete camp for girls, enrollment 
limited to 50 campers, one counselor to every four girls. Exceptional sports 
equipment, saddle horses, sail and motor boats, aquaplanes. Golf links, 
tennis courts, rile range. Dramatic and handcraft work. Wholesome ac- 
tivity without rigid schedules. All-inclusive fee, so entire cost may be 
accurately figured at start. 


Director—HARRY E. J. BROWN, M.A. 
Winter Address, 634 W. 147th Street, at Riverside Drive, New York City 


“How’s this?” 
a1 
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Have you seen Judge 





Recentl ly? 
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“After you, Peyster— you re the senior partner! 


Seniority Is Not Enough... 


F IT were nothing other than respect for age and honor- 


able standing, we wouldn't dare suggest that you X the 
coupon below. But JUDGE is something more than the 


oldest and best-known humorous weekly in America. It 


is in step with the times—with a spring in its step. 


The two harassed gentlemen above are not subscribers 


to JUDGE. 


They'd be inside, 


If they were, they wouldn’t be out on that 
windowsill saying, “ 


You first!” 


windows down. Reading “The The- 


atre” of George Jean Nathan, or Joe Williams’ crackling 


“Sports.” or peering eagerly over Sid Lenz’ shoulder in 


his Bridge Forum. 


Or—more likely—just skimming over 


the cheerful pages of America’s leading humorists. 


Regular readers of JUDGE have no earthly use for win- 


dowsills except to 


keep cider jugs and geraniums on. 


SUBSCRIBE TODAY 








JUDGE 3-5-32 
18 EAST 48th STREET 
NEW YORK, N. 


1 YEAR, $5.00 
2 YEARS, $7.80 
21 WEEKS, $2.00 
10 WEEKS, $1.00 


ENCLOSED FIND $§.. 
SEND JUDGE TO 


Y. Gn avhviuvsoenenecnan 
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| THE THEATRE 


(Continued from page 18) 


| and played on a stage as dark as th 
| prospects of the play, the explosion ot 
| claptrap, as I explained it to Joe, 
| seemed to that connoisseur ideally 
suited to the present talkie taste. In 
view of the circumstance that a movi 
actress named Starke occupied a lead- 
ing role in the play, although not, as 
might be anticipated, that of one of 
the animated corpses, Joe ventured the 
further opinion that I had doubtless 
got into a cinema theatre by mistake 
and that maybe it was a talkie already. 
* * #* 

LITTLE lulu called “Air-Minded”’, 
44 by Nathaniel Davis, showed up at 
the Ritz Theatre not long ago and, ac- 
cording to a stop-watch, held this pro- 
fessor in his seat exactly thirty-one 
minutes and two and one-quarter sec 
onds. During that time what assailed 
his ears was some of the most awful 
tripe heard hereabouts since the days 
of gas footlights. So far as the pro 
fessor could make out above the loud 
snorting of the audience, the stuff had 
to do with a couple of aviators who 
coveted a sweet one and who had dith 
culty in persuading her to the altar 
because of a mortgage on the old farm 
and because she was disposed to marry 
a third aviator whom she did not love 
but who had the necessary mazuma to 
lift the aforesaid mortgage. On the 
other hand, it may be that I didn't 
get the hang of the exhibit at all (I 
snored along with the rest of the 
house for twelve minutes, nine and 
one-eighth seconds and missed some of 
the talk), so perhaps the plot was 
about a French count married to a 
cocotte who deceived him with a young 
artist from the Sorbonne. If this, as 
you look at it, isn’t a sufficiently clear 
review of the show and you feel like 
grousing about it, you can go chase 
yourself. 

* * * 

“Besse Event,” by MM. Seff and 

Wilson, has to do with a column 
ist thinly disguised as the eminent Mr. 
Winchell. It contains some very amus- 
ing nifties. I'll say more about it 
anon. 


Nathan Recommends 


“Of Thee I Sing” (Music Box)—It will enter 


tain you as you haven't been entertained by a 
music show in years. 

“Mourning Becomes’ Electra” (Guild)—A 
“Strange Interlude’ was the outstanding 


drama of its season, so is this newest one ’ 
O'Neill the foremost dramatic exhibit of its 

“The Left Bank” (Little Elmer Rice’s it 
telligent comedy on the boys who have not! 
ing to write and who go to Paris for tl 
nspiration to write it. 

“The Animal Kingdom” (Broadhurst) —Phil 
Barry at length confects a play devoid of 
series of photographs displaying Philip Barry 
pressing his forefinger to his brow. 

“The Cat and the Fiddle” (Globe)—Go liste: 
to Kern’s music. 


“The Laugh Parade” (Imperia!)—Ed Wyn: 








will provide you with some satisfactory 
chuckles. 
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WOULDN’T YOU LIKE 


que a fine pen? 
@ for a birthday remembrance 
9 for a going-away gift...for an after-visit “thank you” 
@ for a bridge prize... for Special 
® Occasions like Confirmation, Easter, Graduation 


and at Semi-Social and Business Gatherings 


°) 
90% 
of the Smart people 


answered QA f 


when a famous magazine 
editor asked 1,000 subscribers 

whether they w ee 
Parker’s Great Duofold costs whether they would prefer it 
scarcely more than a dozen roses 


Have you ever thought what your gift tells 
about you? 
It can say—here is someone who exhibits rare 


originality—who departs from the usual thing— 





who varies his giving, and thus gives the thrill of 
urprise—who doesn’t merely “go through the mo- 
tions of ordering,’ but who generously devotes his time 
and thought in selection, howsoever modest the price. 

Giving Parker’s great $5, $7 or $10 Duofold Pen does 
this. Unlike the commoner gifts, this beautiful and forever 
lasting writer makes the heart leap with fresh joy and 
gratitude. 

It’s a gift that nearly 90 per cent of the people would rather 


have. Yes, they said so when the editor of a smart magazine 


PEN GUARANTEED FOR LIFE w $5 wv $7 w $10 
Pencils to match, $2.50 to $5 


asked the question of a thousand smart people. 

Try giving this “different” gift once, and see the difference 
accorded the receipt of your gift. 

It is the Parker Duofold that has brought Paris, London 
and Berlin to America for their pen styles, and your traveler 
friends will confirm this. Yet you can get the same pure 
streamlined Parkers, the same radiant non-breakable Per- 
manite barrels, the same Parker miracle points that write 
with Pressureless Touch, right in your home city. 

Be sure to look on the barrel for this illustrious name— 
“Geo. S. Parker—DUOFOLD.” It’s the first thing the one 
who receives your gift will look for, and it guarantees this 


classic pen for life. The Parker Pen Company, Janesville, 







Pictured... 
Parker's smart Bur- 
gundy and Black—slender 
to over-size models, $5 and $7; 


W ISCONSIIL. 139 Pencils to mat h, 5. so to $4.2 »s 























‘opr., 1932, The American Tobacco Co. 

















‘Luckies are certainly kind to my throat” 


HOT TAMALE! 


Lupe landed in Hollywood with 
one lone dollar and no part to play 
--. But now she has nine fur coats, 
15 canaries and the world's loudest 
lounging pajamas. We hope you 
liked her in the M-G-M PICTURE, 
“THE CUBAN LOVE SONG,” as 
much as we did. Lupe's been a 
LUCKY fan for two years... There 
was no — what is politely called 
“financial consideration” for her 

statement. Gracias, Lupe! 


“No harsh irritants for Lupe. I’m a Lucky fan. 
There’s no question about it— Luckies are certainly 
kind to my throat. And hurrah for that improved 
Cellophane wrapper of yours—it really IAC 
out a tug-o’-war—thanks to that tab.” 


ee 


It’s toasted” 


Your Throat Protection= against irritation= against cough 
And & Moisture-Proot Cellophane Keeps that “Toasted” Flavor Ever Fresh 





WASABI ANAS MWA 


QUADRI-COLOR CO., JA” 





